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PROLOQVM^. 



BY A LADY. 



^ SPOKEN BY MR. BARTLEY. 



jKxJDE is the tale our Author's scene pourtray*-* 
hode was our Country in h^r earlier days—- 
WiUsn first the Ctkifews knell of England's woe, 
Proclaim'd the triumphs of the Norman how $ 
And haughty William* with unhallow'd claim 
^ And ruthless sword, usurped a Monarch's name : 
^ Force then was law — all right wieis with the strong^* 

And public plunder chartered prirate wrong. 
The blasted soil, the track of war reveal'd — 
Wild was the forest, and untilled the field. 
In that dark a^e^ the tyrant of the mind, 
Gaant Superstition, trampled on mankind : 
iHecate's qlrename imperial realms dismay'di 
And sceptred heroes trembled at a shade. 
At midnight oft the impious tows were rais'd. 
The taper glimmering, whilst the cauldron blazed I 
The hag by fancy loath*d, by hate pursu*d, 
With spells abhorr'd th' infernal spirits woo'd : 
O'e^ the blue fiames she breath'd the awful word,^ 
And Fate's mysterious characters explor'd : 
Her voice the victor's tow'ring soul opprest. 
Her eye glanc'd terror thro' the mailed breast. 
Drear as the ni^ht of winter was that time, 
The live-long night ot Lapland's arctic clime ; 
And long achcariess aspect England bore. 
And late the twilight lingered on her shore. 
That time is past; beneath the day-star's smile. 
The arts have bloom'dand ripened in our Isle ; 
No stb\[ is breath'd, no impious flame aspires* 
The lamp of Science burns with hallpw'd fires : — 
No vassals own their Lord's imperious claim— 
For every Briton boasts a Freeman's name I 
' By this ennobl'd-^at his country's call 
He goes— for her^ to conquer, or to fall I 
Proud by his actions to approve his birth^ 
The dust of heroes is his native earth I 
Ye, who with us, departed times retrace, 
FoigiVe the faults of an unletter'd race : 
With cancbur mark, those customs not your own. 
And pity errors to your age unknown z 
Too Kind for scorn, too just to besevere* 
Ye serve no tyrant, and no conqueror feajr $ 
Too blest to envy — for distrust too brave. 
Your first, your noblest triumph is to save^ 
Oh ! here with friendly zeal protect our ckuiei 
Your voice is fame, and glory your applause. 
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CURFEW. 



ACT I* 

SCENE I; A Room in the BaroiVs Castte-^-A Pic^ 
ture of Matilda, to uDjiicK the Baron is dis^ 
' covered kneeling. 

Baron. ThOTJ frail memorkl of that blessed 
spiritj - 

^hiclu after earthly martyrdonii now sittest 
'I'hron'd with rejoicing angels^ see me kneel 
With the prone spirit of e<)ntritioii^ 
And deep de&pair to do thee rev'rence : ^ 
If that foul deeds^ as horrible ^s mine. 
Do ever at the throne of grace find mercy^ 
Be thou my advocatie^ ,with boundless lore 
Larger than thy exceeding wrongSi plead for me^ 
That what cannot be pardon'd, may thro* thee • 
ProYoke a lighter penance. {Rises,) So — ^that 

done, 
My heart hath heav'd off Somewhat of its load— *» 
For when in full confessimi, we pour foi:th 
The inward meditation of dark, deed s^ 
They eease awhile to haunt us. 

B 



,(Enter Pbilif.) 

£ar. What brings you ? 

Phit. Old Walter, the Curfew toller, is witfc' I 
' out, and impatient to speak with -your l^ordship. ' 

Bar. Let him come in. [^Exit Philip. \ 

A talkative old fool !— 

What taxi he want ? ^Enter Walter. 

WeH, Sir, your business briefly. - 

Wal. Ojit of respect to your Lordship, I will 
dispatch it'ivith all brevity and circumlocution. ' 

Bar. Proceed then. 

Wal. Your Lordsbip has no doubt beard ef 
old Margery — 

Bar. Wliat, the strang;e woman on the heatib ? 

Wal. Ay, my Lord, they say all over the vil- 
lage that she's a witch, and has dealings with tfae ^ 
. devil, brings blight upon the com, and murrain 
among the cattle — she is charged with having 
conjured the late terrible drounit, ahd she cer- 
tainly caused the flood that followed it, for she 
was heard the day before to wish for rain^-sbe 
turns her nose up at all our country pastimes, 
pores all day over books of magic, and provlii ^ 
all night about the lanes and bulges, gathering 
poisonous herbs, which she boils in a tbree cdr- 
ner'd' kettle — she has more hard words at her 
tongue's end' than a convent of monks, and has 
actually been seen taking an airing on a broom- ' 
stick — 'Tis plain she converses with people of ^ 
the other world, for she never talks to any body 
in this, and 'tis' impossible that any woman can | 
be always holding her tongue. ' 

Bar. What's this to me ? ! 

Wal. They wish yourLordship to have her to . , 
the Castle, uid examine her, for if «he be « vitck I 
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ycHir Lordship knows we have a very wise 'aw, 
that she must be drowp'd aliye^ or la platiicr 
i:erxns suffer conflagration. 

JBar. Well, well, weil send for her — Is there 
aught else ? 

'»Wcd. Something that more nearly concerns 
your Lordship. 

£ar. ' That concerns tne ? 

WaL .Your Lordship cannet be ignoraht that 
I am an officer of the peace to his most gracious 
IVIajesty King Williauiy whose busiaeils it is^ td 
9ee that all his Majesty ^s merry-making suhr 
jecta^.put out fire and candle af the tolnng of 
my bell — I am a sort of eight 'o'clock extin- 
fisher. , 

JBar. And is this, fellow, what do nearly con- 
cerns me? 

WaL Your Lordship shall hear«^-»In going 
my rounds, I have notedj for some etenings pastj 
a glimmering light after curfeW tiioiej in the 
north tower of you): Lordship's Oastle. 

£ar. A light in the north iowclf ? Thou 
dreamest, fellow ; /tis uninhabited* 

WaL Why then 'twas the detil, or a Will-o*-tlic 
wisp — tho' they never open their motiths^ and 
l!ih sure I heard voices. 

Bar. Are you sure of that ? , 

WaL Positive, my liord; they didn't talk 
Tery loud indeed, for when people are doing things 
contrary to law, they seldom make much noise. 

jBar, You've mentioned this to no one ? 

Wal. Not to a post saving your Lordship. 

Bar. Then keep your counsel still. 

Wal. Yes, my I^rd-^^I hope your Lordship 
\s not offended. 

Bar. No, no*— you've done your duty. 

Wal. Your Lordship knows i£ a rushlight 



be Been to twinkle in the hamlet^ after' the- «topis» ' 
ping of my cUpppr ( my bell-clappet I me^ffy my 
Lord )^ 1 am in yisible danger of losing iny place^ . 
and bid Majesty a most faitnful oiBicer. 

Bar, Pgha^ tfai^ tedibusness ! 

WaL Tedlousness ? (a$0e,^ I wish youy 
Jjordship a good day— rmy tediousness ( asiiie. ) - 
I wish your Lordship many happy returns oJ? 
it-r-you yoiir Lordship wop^t forget to examine 
old.Margery-^^ [^Eocit, 

Bar, A light jn tbe north tower, i^nd voices 
heard ? -^ 

What phoiild this mean I Can it be passible ? 
Oh Florence; -if in sjpiteofmy forbidding^ 
JBasely forgetting your high rank and fortune^ 
You haVe decliti'd' upon a peasant slave^ 
^orfQW and shame ligbt on you, \^Exity ^ 



SCENE II. v4^ Apffrtment in the Oq&tk. 

( Beiitrani) a7i4 Fi^ORENCE discovered, ) 

»- _ . » I . • 

Flor. Urgf) me po more, I . will not hear it^ 
Bertrand, . ' . 

No more Tfl risqpe the breaking of our law. 
Lest I bring danger on my father^ house 
And mine own lfo|iour. 

Bert. Well at Curfew then 

We'll weep, and bid adieu ; yet sure the hour 
Sacred to loTe; when all the world is still, . 
Whep lovers cheat the stern commandement 
Of such a tyrant law, outweighs in talue > 
The dull unvaried round of common time : 
Fw dwger gives ftesh keennejss to delight,. 



WbeAwe vsurp thejoy m« feariolfae, 
And tremble whilst possessing, 

Fl^r. Temf^t nie not* 

For we must part to^nigUtj to aan^t My vaot^t 

Bert. Or meet to^nigbt^ nevef to part^agalu^-r^ 
The Abbo4ofSt,,Cuthbert'$ it .my .friefl4— 
His charitable aid will joiii out han49» 
And mal&e me master of the ricliest trea^ur^- 
That- ever lover sigh'd for, 

Flor. Nay forbeai-, 

Thittk of my fatherr— He will. ne'er consent. 

Bert. I know he'll tafce it sternly ^atthe.first,-T•. 
But:as hisistorm. of passion heaves to rest. 
Nature will softly whisper for his^cbild; 
And bis affection take a quicker sense ' 
^romhis short-liv'd unkindness,— rSpcak, ipy FJor 
rence. 
Flat. Nay^ do not press me. 
Bert. Come, you must be ni^ine* 

There is a kind consenting in your eyp. 
Which mocks the faint refusal of your tongue: 
liOve on your rising bosom reigns supremej 
And speaks his triumph in this yielding $igh. 
Flpr. There is my hai)d ; to-night. I will be 
thine : 
My kindred^ dwelling, and proud hopes I quit. 
To cleave to thee, ^ud thy poor humble fortunes. 
Bert. At sun^aet then, you'll ntpei meut the 
Abbey. • ' 

And lest your person $houl4 create suspicion, 
Suppose you conic apparejl'd as a boy: 
And wear, lik^ many a gallant, cap-ring knight. 
Whose smooth complexion scarce w^ould hazard 

twice. 
The keen encounter of the northern wind. 
The front of Hector,- with a woman's heart. 
Jt}or. Is it so easy then to play the licro ? 
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Bert. 'Tin but io struts and swells tiid kmi 
your brow^ 
Tell twenty lies in a breatb^ and round them o ff 
With twice as many oathsj to wear a fiword -^ 
ILonger than other men's, and clap your hand 
Upon the hilt, when the wind stirs, to shew 
How quick the sense of honour beats withtp yoQ« 
How many Taliant cowaids in brave armour^' 
Have bluster 'd unsuspected to their g^raves,*^ 
Nay, afterwards, frown'd terrible in marble. 
Who at the trumpet^s ^charge, had stood aghast 
And shrunk like tortoises into their ahells 
'^odie witfaapprelienslon? {Niri$e^0^hauL) 

Flor. Hark ! ray father. 

Bert. You will not ifail ? 

Flor. Away, if I appear not 
Conclude me dead. 

Bert. Farewell then^— [jBxrt. 

Flor. It wa3 not fancy — ^hush ! again it comes 
Along the gallery, 

r 

{Enter the 'Rkb.o's.) 

JMfy father ! 

Bar. Florence, ' 

What dp you here } ■ 

Flor. My Lord — 

Bar. Nay, answer quickly^ 

Flor. I came— 

Bar, To meet youing Bertrand. 

Flor. You have said it. 

Bar, There have been lights observed in the 
north tow'r. 
And voices heard long after Curfew time. 

Flor. The light was' mine. Sir, ' 

Bar. Whose the voices? 
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Flor, Mine 
Aad Bertrand's. 

Bar. Have I not forbid your meeting ? 

Flor. When 'twas too late— you let our end/ 
.years 
Beyond the reach of fate, entwine our heart^^; 
Then do not in the Mossom kill the hope 
Which in the bud you cherish 'd. 1 have been 

ever 
A most obedient child — from memory's dawo 
Have hung with silent awe. upon your lips, 
>^nd in my heart your counsels treasured up. 
Next to the hallbw'd precepts of my God. 
But with a new delight my bosom throbb'd. 
When first you talk'd of Bertrand, you observed. 

Sir, 
He was a handsome yonth. I thought so tao^ 
A brave one. My heart beat with fearful joy- 
Not rich you added. There I heav'd a sigh 
And turn'd my head aside; but whilst the tear 
Stood in my eye, you said, that Fortune's gtfits 
Were poor^^ compared with Nature's : then, my 

father. 
You bade me learn to love him. 

Bar. Once indeed, 

I had a foolish dream of such a thing. 
^ Flor. Nay, but I dream so still. 

Bar. 'Ti& time to wake then. 

Hear me, and let thy froward heart determine—^ 
If thou hast grace to scorn this abject passion. 
Here is thy father's bosom, in it hide 
Thy kindling blushes^ and be mine again. - 
What! stubborn to the last, and unrelenting !--»^^^ 
Then hear me, aqd let thy free choice decide^ — 
If in the headstrong course oftHy desires. 
And the rank pride of disobedience. 
Thou wed'st thyself to tiiis my low-borft Vassal, 
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Liying^ toy persecution shall attend Ihee, 
And when I die, my curses be thy portion.- 
You know tne resolute, and know my purpose, 

.And as you dread or slight a father's wrath 

'So shape your course of action. [ExiY. 

'Ftor. Stay, my father.-^— 

He's gotie and will not listen to his child. 
rThen^, sinteeacruel parent ha* di so wn'^me, 
Bertraiid, I am all thine. 
Aftd now, that I have giy'n up alLto thee. 
And cast ^ff every other hope of joy. 
If thou should'st ever treat me with unkindness^ 
Reprove me with sharp words> or frowning looks^i 
Or, (which is keenest agony to those 

/ Wha deeply k)ve^,) torture me to the soul> 
With civil, cutting, cold iudiflerence.— 
No-i— thou art truth itself, I will hot doubt thee. » 



SCENE III. The dark Pari of a Forest. 
(Mnter FitziiAB.r>i:sG and Armstrong.) 

Arm. Now then, we are aione> and secret- — 

your business. Captain ? 
Fitz. You are my enemy. 
Arm. Indeed T 
Fitz. Yousav'dmylife, 
Arm. I did, and at some peril — Does that 

offend you ? 
Fitz. So mortally, that day and night e^er 

since 
I've studied how I should dispatch you. 

Arm. How ! 'tis rather a new mode of return- 
ing such aa obligation. 
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FitZu *Twas in the outskirts of the forest 
here , 

We fell'in with the officers of justice* 
Ann. Ay— ^not a month since* 
Fit%. We stood them stoutly, tillydurswoM 
being broke 
To the hilt>. and I fast bleeding with my wound*. 
We were compell'd to'fly* — the tangling wood. 
Familiar to our stepis^ confounded theirs : 
And we had lost the yell of their pursuit/ 
When quite exhausted with the loss of blood 
I sunk into your arms/ in Afv^hich you raised me^ 
And as the lion bears her wounded whelp - 

From the thick danger of the hunters' spears. 
You bore mehome^— there beingarrived, Ifainted. 
Arm^ I^ thought 'twas an actof kitidness. 
Fitz. SofafI was yourdebtor^ but what fol- 
lowed ? 
You stripped me to get at my wounds. What 

then? 
Nay, you perceived it— Speak* — 

Arm, I saw a brand upon your left should^ 
that — 

Fitz, I know you did— for when I first awoke. 
Your eyes were to that quarter fivetted* 
You know my secret. Sir, and have revealed it. 

Arm. No, on my soul, 
' Fitz. Swear some tremendous oath. 
It ne'er has pass'd thy lips, 

Arm. May mercy never reach me> if I e'er 
breath'da^i/«flWe of it. 

Fil%. Thou art my friend then. Hark! 

Arm. 'Tis a man's tread, 

, Fitz. A lusty one. — Stand back and let us note 
him. . 
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( A Feiar passes over the Stage. ) 

^itz. Whither so fast, good father ? dSlop-- 
ping him. ) 

Friar. Stay me not, 
1 have most pressiog business at the Castle. 
, FUz. At the Castle? (a^irfr)— What's thy 
business there ? 

Friar. Yon are rude. Son, 
It is of priTateimport. 

Fitz. Answer me. 
Or I will pluck it from thv heart. 

•Arm. Speak quickly. 

Friar, Well, well — 

Fitz. No preface. Sir. ^ ^ 

Friar. Well, thus it is then,HJ» , 
The Baron hath a reck*niug with his conscience^ 
Which I mustsettlefor him. 

Fitz. Does he know you } — - 
I mean your person ? 

Friar. He has never fjeen it. 

Fitz. But bis attendants, — they have seen you^^ 
Sir ? 

Friar. None of them. 

Fitz. And thy name, — thy name is — < 

Priar^ Dunstan. 

Fitz. It shall be so {.aside. ) Quickly unhood 
thee. Friar, 
And cast thy robe of reverence — nay, quickly. 
Or I shall call some myrmidons about us^ 
Will «trip thee at the perils of thy skin. 

( He takes the Friar's Jwod and cloak. ) 

Be, that Is well.-^Now^mark mc — to thy convent . 
Speed strait, and nimbly, and as yon would 'scape 
Adeiidly 6bld, take not tin air to-ijiijht : 
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I have my spkit» abroad — home to thjbe^ds, 
Fast^ pray^ cpnfe^^thyself^ do something, ^othingpi 
But keep within doors or — 
Friar. I will observe-:- 
May Heav'n in the abundance of its mercy 
Pardon this outrage on the church — 
^ Fttz. Away ! . [^Exit Friar. 

You apptehend my meaning ? 
^ Arm, I can giiess it. 
Fitz. Back to our company — to your com 
tnand 
I trust the leading of this night s adventures. 
Youil jfind some stirring friends within the Gas- 
tie, 
Shall smooth your passage there. 

Arm. Till then, good night.^— [JSoriY. 

Fitz. The Baron 's> conscience rid, and I his 
priest? 
(For so I must be,) Surely put of this 
Revenge m.ay fashion something strangely crtiel. 
Whose bloody memory, in a fter times. 
This truth shall teach inexor&ble man. 
Who has no touch of mercy tow'rds his fellowi 
Most injuiries, a noble mind, nay pardon — 
Sut there are insults, canao be forgiv'n. 
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ACT II, 



SCElSiEL-^Thetnside of a Cottage. 
( Robert knocks without. ) 

JtoUl' — Hist, hist! Mother. — {Enters) Not 
a home f' Then Til leave this purse on thetabicj^ 
a^nd call for he^ blessing another time. 

[Enter Matilda from th^ opposite side ^ 

Mat. My Son. 

Robt. Your blessing, mother, let it be a shiort 
one. yhere is something will keep famine from 
the door till I return, 

Mat, Where got you this ? 

Robt, Ask no questions, 'tis yours, 
* Mat. No^ not for worlds would 1 partiike 

thy guilt. — : — 
How came it thine ? — ^Oh my foreboding heart \ 
Where have you slept these three nights i 

Robt. Peace I say. 

Mat. Should you have join'd the bl^nd of sa-: 

' vage ruffians— 
^ Robt, I have, what then ? 

M[at, What then ! hast thou a moment 
Weigh'dthe full horrors of an outlaw's life,— 
T' exchange the noblest attributes of pan 



THE curfew; ' i3 

For the worst quality of beasts^-r-to herd 
With the vile dregs and oftscum of society. 
And bear about a conscience that will start 
And tremble at the rustling of a leaf? 
To shroud all day in darkness, and steq^l forth 
Cursing the moon that with enquiring eye 
Watches your silent and felonious tread. 
And every twinkling star that peeps abroad 
A minister of terror— r 

Robt, Peace I say. 

Mat. The blessed sleep you know not, whose 
sweet influence 
Ere he can stretch his labour-aching limbs. 
Softly seals up the peasant*s weary lids. 
On the cold earth> with over watching spentj, 
You stir and fret in fev'rish wakefulness : 
Till nature, wearied out, at length o'er-comes 
The strong conceit of fear, and 'gins to doze : 
But as oblivion steals upon your senses, 
The hollow groaning wind upre^vsyou quick. 
And you sit, catching with suspended breath. 
Well as the beating of your heart will let you^, 
The fancied step of justice, 

Robt, Hark! who's there? 

J\Iat. No one, my son ! 

Bobt. Again Irr— 'tis a man's footings 

.Mat J I hear nothing — 

Nor aught do I behold, save on yon tree. 
The miserable remnant of a wretch 
That was hang'd there for murder- — Look, 

Robt. I dare not* — 
Can you look on it ? 

Mat, It annoys not me. — » 

I am no murderer, 

Rabt, Nor I, nor I. — 
I am no murderer neither — yet for worl^a 
\ dam »at lootL that way. 
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^Tnt, You arc a robber. 
And hewho robs, by sharp resristanrc prcsr'd 
Will eiKl the deed in blood— 'twas so with hjiu — 
He once possessed a soul, quick as yov»r own^ 
To nu*rey, and would quake as you do bow. 
At the bare apprehension of the act 
That has consign'd him to yon naked tree. 
Where everv blast to memorize his shame 
May whistle shrilly through his hollow bones,: 
And in his tongueless jaws a voice renew. 
To preach with more than mortardoquence ! 

Roht: 'Tis a danm'd life, and I will leave . it, 
luother^'-^to-morrow— 

Mat, Nay to-niffht, why not to-night ? 

Roht. To-night I cannot, {A kfiocking at the 
door) Hark ! . . 

Mat, There's some one now. 

Roht, To-morrow, mathcr, I amyoiir's again^. 

Alat, To-morrow then — [^Exit Robert, 

\S hat visitor is this > . 

That knocks so gently ? ( Opens the door, ) 



finter Philip. 

Is it thou, old man ? ( Aside, ) 
What brings thee o'er the bitter breathing heath 
Out of thy dwelling at this freezing hour ? 
The piercing air will not respect thine age. 
Or do thy white hairs revTence. — -Who art thou? 
Phil. Servant to the Baron; or rather one 
grpwn out of service— yet he keeps me like an old 
tree that has borne- good fruit in it^ time,r:rT-He 
had a lady once, and I a mistress ; once do I say ? 
She may bp yet alive, strange things have come 
to pass— they report you have the gift Qf know- 
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in^ all eveats^ that notbing; cau betide on earth, 
sea» or air, but you are acquainted with it. 

Mat, They have abus'd thee. — - 
. FhiJ, Be not offended — if you would hvA t^W 
me whether niy dear lady outliv'd the wreck-r 
Mah You would reveal it. , > 

Phil: Never. ; 

Mat. Yes, you would reveal it, 
.Old men and women will be ever babbling. 
Phil. No, as I'm a man. 
J^Iat. I almost trust thee, for thoii dost not 
swear. 
If I should tell thee then that she surviv'd--^ 
FhiL I would bless thy voice for ever. 
Mat. Should jgiiide thee to the spot >vbich 
^he inhabits. 

Phil. I wpuld walk barefoot to it over flint. 
Mat. If I should shew her to thy wand'rin^ 
sight — * 

Phil. I would gaze on her tho' blindness fol- 
io w'd. 

Mat. Look at me — I am she. 
Phil. Nay— ^now you mock me. 
Mat. I am not on such subjects us'dtojest-*— 
Old Philip too forget me ? 

Phil. \Nay, now I look again; it is, it is my 
Lady — my ever-honour*d Lady, my sweet Lady, 
my kind Lady — ^but how did you escape the winds 
and the \yaters ? Does my youi:g master— vt^l 1 
fear to ask . 

Mat. He lives, and is a man. 
Phil. Thaiik Heav'n \ thank Heav^o ! 
Mat. The warring elements that heard ray 
cries - 

Would not divorce a mother from her child ; 
We w ere both savM : to yondor dreary coii^t 
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The gUafdian waves, tlicir tremblii^^ burden. 

A little treasure, from the wreck prejserv'd^ 
Bought U8 this iiuaiblc dwelling. 

Phil, 'Tis a sad ohe ; but you shall change it 
Boon. I am sent by the Baron to bring you to 
the Castle. 
Mat. How > 
FhiL The foolish people have accused you oi* 

being a witch* 
Mat. Of witchcraft ? Well — ^I see an end in 
this 
Most level to my wishes* Come^ let*s on* 
All will be set to rights. 

PhiL Grant Heav*n it may ! 
Mat. We shall be happy yetj and like t^o 
streams 
United once^ and parted by mischanc^*^ 
Meet attheclosCj, and end our course together! 

\^Exeimt. 



-SCENE n. A HcatU^Thc Mhei/ at a Distance. 
Enter FlouencEj^ in Male Attire. 



ttoti Thus f?ir I have not met a living souL 
Save oh the heath, an homeward villager^ ' 
Who chid, his barking cur^ and bade good night 
With such kind greeting, that my sinking heart 
Took courage* [^Robbers surround her. 

Heav'ns ! what are ye? 

Conrad. Don't be frighten*d^ young man— your 
money-^come> your valuables— give us all you 
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TiavCj an4 we shan't do you the least injuryr-H)nly 
if you make any disturbance^ .we shall beat your 
brains out^ that's all. ^ 

Bertrand {entering). Unhand the tren^bling' 
fawn^ if ye are men. 
And dare a nobler spoil. 

Con. So, there'll be some blood-letting here— 
1*11 make sure of my bird, however — ^no resistance, 
youth, *tis vain — 

[ Whilst Bertrand is contending with 
some of the Robbersjhe rest carry 
off Florence y and 04 he is: on the 
point of being overcome, some of 
the Barpn's vassals >enter and 
rescue him— the Robbers run off 
und are pursued. 

Vass. ( to JBertrand. ) Come, you must vrith 
us to the Castle. . ^ / 

Bert. Nay, Ifet us plunge into the thickest 
wood. 
And track these savage felons to their;^ den. 

'Vass. No, no — there are enough gone upon 
that errand— our orders are to bring you to the 
Castle. 

Bert. Unhand me, coward slaves J to lose her 
thus — ' 

Vass. We ; dare not disobey orders. 

Bert. Dare not F-^Slaves ! — 

( The^ bear Mm off. ) 
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fiCEK&HI. 2%« ildiftw** Cow, 

covered drinking, 
CHORUS OP ROBWEIB, 

From d^y'ft illl t^erdng eye, 
Tet tafe we joys, as oilier men ; 

Our watchful fears^ 
Our perib^ cares, 
We sweeten stBl with Kbertyr 

The risiiig son let others greet, 
We worship his declining ray ; 
' And ilrhflst ihe nndoight cask we dralai 
Where sparkling meet, 
His light and heat, 
We fed atfre in ev' ry vein 
The spirit of departed day. 

Har. Come pusb the liquor about — Here's 
heavy puneo Attd tigbt fingers. — So^ the Captain^ 
you sayj has made free with a Friar's canonicals f 

Arm^ Aj, and with his character too^ for a 
short time^ 

Har. And in that disguise means to enter the 
Castle ? 

( A Whism withffuf.) 
Hark! 



■ 
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Conrad and other Ro^btrs en* 
ter with Florence. 

* 

Weleoiiie^ ludi^ welcome — isrho hate yoil got 
tltece ? 

CoA. A youth thai w^ ^i<^^*d tip m diir trU'^ 
vekr-^^e foiind faim neaif ike moiitetery> goiitf^ 
at i -eoii^ctare, to pray fot a beafd-^for lin chin 
seems to have a maryellous lack of bristle.*-^ 
He'll bear some plackiag iho'— ( to Armsttons ) 

Arm. Ay> ay> the bifd^s in pcetty feaihtr^ 
-—Speak, stripliiig---who ate you ? wheufie eome 
ymx } aad whither were you going i 

Wlor. £raed geotlemen^ I pray you ^aiaii ae 
not* 

Con. You'i^e too rough with him^^ejholitli^g 
al>adb'd at beiag ia atcange c^oipaay-— he hiwVi 
been us'd to converse with gentlemflu in onr 
sphere, and to say tiie ^uth I douH wonder he^$ 
aiittle atham'd--Hd0nH be aiarm'di my pretty toy 
•^--^thef e^« nixQiing here i» frighten you'^^^ur wiir* 
tiiT cowmsaider wo«dd know yoHr htitdry, tliatVi 

mor. I am a simple kd**^ 

Honest, tho' very poor^ yet wiiat I hsi^w 
Is freely youss^ — This purse ccmtains a tr ifte> 
Wo«14 it y^ssEfi better worth your kind accept 

^tance»-r* 
Bat as it is you're vi^y waebome.. 

Coui {^taking the purse.) A pnstty apoken 
^o«ith, and paftdAy understands good breeding* 

J$rm. ^ 4ovm^ ^ad <eat, boy-rr*0ur face is 
Coarse — ^but you are welcome-— Sit down I say 
•*— do you mif trust us ? , 
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Ftor, Oh no — I never yet did wrong to any-— ^^ 
Whom should I fear then ? 

Arfn4 Well, sit down — (She sits at the table, ) 
Now> Conrad:> you saw our minstrels safely on 
their journey ? *- 

Con. Ay, and the plan is thus concerted : 
After gaining admittance totbe Castle— Mind thy 
repast, youth (to i<7or6nre)— they'll easily. pro- 
cure a night's ' lodging — what again ! ( to her ) — ^ 
Within a quarter of an hour, from the tolling of 
the Curfew, we must be ready at the northern 
gate. - * - . 

Arm. Enough — ^We understand the rest — . 
But what is this saine Curfew, that has made such 
a noise lately ? 

Con. What is it ? — Why it's a new mode with 
your great statesmen of keeping the people in. the 
dark. — After this same bell has toird, 'tis a mis-: 
demeanor for a horse-shoe to strike a spark from 
a flint, and high treason for a glow*worm to carry: 
fire in his tail. 

Arm. A truce with thy jests. 

Con. Why then, in sober sadness, this Curfew, 
custom is a cleyer invention of this Norman prince 
of darkness, to<set honest, men. snoring, and give 
rogues an earlier opportunity of cutting their, 
throats ; and which, by shortening their days, will 
most probably lengthen ours. 

Arm. Still listening (seeing Flarence atten- 
tive. ) I like not that boy ( to Herman ) . He hu 
been deeply attentive to our discourse. 

Herm. Dispatch him then. 

Arm. 'Twere safest.^ 

Herm, Robert shall do itr— Being last aiter*d 
iii our troop, it is his o&ce-^ (bc<;kons JRobert). 
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Arm. (to Robert.) Robert, that boj has 
overheard our whole design. 

Herm. And may betray us. 

Roht, . There's no fear of thatt 

Herm.0 Not when he's dead — 

Roht. How? 
, Herm. You must do it. - 

Roht. Murder him ? , 

Herm. Call it what you please^ you must dis-» 
patch him. 

Roht. Keep him a prisoner till to-morrow. 

Arm. I tell you our lives are in his breath: — 
. And he must die. 

Roht. Well, iifit must be so — 

Herm. It shall— I like not that hesitating 
eye. (aside) 

Arm. We will but skirt the wood and then 
return: — You'll remember, (to Robert) 

Roht. Ay, ay. 

Herm. I'll stay and see it done — My mind 
misgives me, he may want assistance, {aside) 

\^All the Robbers go out except Her- 
man, who conceals himself. 

Flor. What mean their dark looks, and half 
smother'd speeches. 
Where more the eye interprets than the tongue. 
And silence is most horrible ? 

Roht. My mother's a witch, sure enough- 
She prophesied I should soon turn cut-throat— 
Well, youth, you can guess I suppose why they 
■have left us alone. 

Flor^ Indeed I know not — for no harm, I hope. 
Rolbt. That I should kill thee. 
Flor. 'Saj, but you will not do it, my good 
fellow. 

5 



3t tHE tvtTMrt 

WhatV my •fience ? 
Robt. You ne'er ofibnled mt. 
Flor. Nor any that doth bear a hamanlforal* 
I never wrong'd the smallert Hying things 
Or trod designedly upon a worm^ — 
For I was^bred to gentleness^ and know 
Nought that hath .fleeting breathy toe meaH for 

mercy. 
Why seek you then niy life^ yrhich gone fram me 
Will neyer add a moment's breath to your's ? 
Jtobt. Peace^ boy ! 

Flor. Oh^ think upon the horror of lihe deed . 
You haye a friend, who knows ; — ^perhaps a pa- 
rent, 
A father or a mother, think on them--^ 
'Twould almost break their hearts to learn your 

death 
In nature's common oourie— How would thej' 

start 
To hear you bad been slaughtered in cold biood*— 
But if they knew you were a murderer, 
Ob, they would curse the hour that gaye you 

biith. 
And die stark mad with agony, 
- Ildbt. I cannot strike — he withers up my arni 
— Now then I'll do't. — Speak, youth, are you pre- 
pared. 

Flor. Oh no — for life is sWeet— death Icrrir 
ble.— / 
The firmest Stoic meet it with a pang. 
How then should I, an unsdtool'd simple boy. 
Look calm at that, which makes the sternest sliadr 
der? 
Bobt. You must die, youth. 
Flor. Nay — ^yet you will not do it— • 
You cannot — for your cold rela^i^ing hsmd. 
Loosens its gripe^ and all your limbs too tremble. 
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Roht, Now then. 

ttor. Nay turn not thus your head aslde^ 
I fftin wolild see how stern the butcher looks 
When he doth stril^e the lamb— You tremble still : 
And in your eyes, twin drops of mercy staiid. 
They fall u{k)n your ch^ek — nay then you cannot*^ 
Robt, Hear me; I have pas&'d my word to 
my comrades that you shall die: ~my hand may 
shrink, mine eye may drop a tear, — No mat-» 
ter, 'tis past, and thu&-«-( Lifts his hand to strike* ) 
Flor, Have mercy on my sex-^I am a woman I 
Jtobt. A woman ! ! ! . 
Flor, What have 1 said? A thought more 
horrible 
Then death runs through me now, 
Mobt, To save her would be great. 
Flor, Oh 'twould be glorious — that one sin- 
' gh act 
{Shall clear thee at the great day of . account. > 
Roht, Yoii have prevailed. 
Flor, And will you save me ? 
fi^oht, • Were ye a man, 1 <:ouldn't hurt you 
pow-^for you have made me woman. 

Flor, I've no fit means to thank you— but my' 
tears, my warmest prayers. 

RoJk, Here is a recoinpenee, which those 
vhp once have felt, will want no other motive 
to humanity. But the night wears^ my compa* 
miosis will soon return. — Can you trust yourself 
with an assassin ? 

Flor, Ay, thro' the world. 

Roht. Come then I'll guide you faithfully. 

( As they are^ going otU Herman interposes, ) 
Herm, You pass nol here. 
Roht/ Herman 1 
U^rm. The same, good trusty Robert. 
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Robt. Standby and let us. pass — it is a wo- 
man. 

Herm. Were it an angeL what then ? 

Rpbt. Young, fair, and innocent — ^nay look 
. upon her. 
Can you resist that supplicating eye ? 

Herm. I know my doty. ; 

Robt, Do it then — the first duty of our sc3^, is 
to protect the helplessness of hers — Come, come^ 
let us pass — You can't be serious. 

Herm. You'll find me so. 

Robt. Nay look upon her, Herman. 

Herm. Well. 

Robt. Can neither her youth, her beauty, her 
sex or her condition move you ? 

Herm. Not a step. 

Robt. You are a devil then. 

Herjn. If you attempt to pass, you'll find me 
one. 

Robt, Why then there's left no argument but 
this. 

Herm- Which thus I answer. v . 

Robt. If blood must be shed, it shall be man's ' 
blood. 

Herm. Your's or mine. 

Robt. Come on then ( they fight off the stage. ) 

Flor. Now sit upon the righteous sword, just 
Heav'n, 
And where the cause is honest, give the power^^— 
Hark ! the rude clashing of their angry steel 
Gives way to death-like silence. 

Re-enter J^OBEKT. 

Robt. Now then, lady. 

Flor. What, is he dead ? 

Robt. And buried, I haVe thr rrnhim 
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Into the roariug torrent, that must serve 

Both for his shroud and knell. — Think aot of 

him ! — 
He was a wretch without remorse or pity. 
Who bloodily hath bought a bloody end : 
Come, 'tis no time for words. 

f [^Eyeunt. 
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ACT III. 



SCENE I. ThcXottasrc, 



{Enter RqBf^RT,lectdilng in Flohence. ) 



Bobt. This is the humblfs dwelling that I spoke 
of : You may rest here in gafety to-night, and t07 
naorrow, shape your pourse as it pleases you. 

Flor. ( looking roy,nd. ) Vou k^o w the wpman 
who inhabits here ? 

Boht. Ajy know her well ; you'll find her a 
kind soul. I would stay with you till she returned; 
but I must get back before my comrades, to avoid 
suspicion — farewell! Should we meet ppmorc, 
you'll sometimes think of me. 

Flor: Whilst I have life. 

Robt. Farewell. [JS»rif. 

Flor. Upon the bleak and splita.ry waste 
Which my proud father's castle overlooks, 
I've sometimes heard, there dwells a wretched 

woman. 
So deeply skiirdin potent herbs and flow'rs. 
The wondering village shun her as a witch. 
This must her hovel be— for sure a spot 
So desolate, and dwelling so unshelter'd 
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fcan harbour no one else. — (a knocking at the 
door ) 

Second Vassal (withoui)i 
2d Vass. Open the door. 
Flor. Hush ! I have hefatd that voice. 
2d Vass, Nay, open quickly. 
- Flon It is my father's vassal — should he know 

me — 
2d Vass; Still do you hesitate? 
Flor: I will assume 
A^ tone and manner foreign, to my nature; 
Thatso, without exposure of myself, , ^ 
I may betray the mischief that is hatching. 

( Opens the door and three vassals enter:) 
What means this violence ? 
' 2d Vass. 'Tis well you came. 
Or we hadi beat the house about your ears. 
Flor. Thou^^poor man's, tyrairt. and thou great 
[ man's slave ! 

Wherefore this outrage ? The low peasant's 

, latch 
Should be held ^acfed as th6 triple bolt 
That guards a palace — ay, more sacred, fellow : 
For bigh-rais'd mightinesses it's own shield. 
But who, if lordly pow'r be first t' invade. 
Shall bar. the poor man's dwelling from oppres- 
sion ? 
2d Vass. We were commanded by our lord 
the Baron . 
To bring before him every living t^ing. 
That in this lonely dwellmg "we found slie1ter'd[^ 
Flor\ — Well, Sir, you will not sliame your 
Lord's commands 
By doing them huraanely.-^I attend you. 

[^Exeunt^ 
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SCENE n. The Outside of the Baron's Castle 
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( flntcr Robert, ) 

* ■ ■ . . 

Rbht. Ontte hrorc I have a momeilt for r(^flec- 
tion — Shall I return to these merciless dogs ?, Yes, 
my safety requites it. But then^ the night** 
adventure — To murder a whole family in cold 
blood — ^that I'll prevent however. My mother^ 
now doulily thankM be het care, taught me th^e 
use of letters. — 1 have shortly stated here ourhor- 
riWe4eiig«> yet interceded fo-r the lives of all. 
{Shoots an arrow into the Castle.) So, speed it 
well — My heart accu«j^'me of treaehery— yet there 
is no alternative, tmu^t either be fahe to mjr 
ceiQpam<>!is, or a trii^itor to humanity. 

lExit. 

SCENE III. A Room in the Castle. 

Enter the Babon with Vassals'. 

Bar. You were too tame to let tfaem bear her 
off. 

1st Vass, My Lordy they were too many for 
us. Five, at least, to one — 
And all complcatly arm'd too^ 

Bar. Well, 'tis no matter; bring young Ber- 
trand in. , 

. ( BuRTilAND is hrought in. ) 

S6y Sir, your noble purpose has miscarriedjr 
And I have lost the .honour you intended 
To &7L upon my house. 



Bert. You speaks my Lord^ 
As if your daughter's peril touch'd you not. , 
Bar, So I be robb'd, what matters who the 
thief? 
Into what viler hands can she have fali'n. 
Than mine own vassal's ? 

Bert, True, I am your vassal. 
And on my body. bear some ill-shap'd scars 
That vouch my services — but chiefly one 
Stamped in the bloody field of Hastings — What-* 
You do remember 't ? — When you were un- 

hors'd. 
Prostrate beneath th' uplifted battle-axe. 
With outstretched hand, and deprecating eye, , 
Hadnot your vassal, 'twixt descending death 
And you, his forward body interpos'd — 
You might have gorg'd the rav'ning vulturet 
there. 
Bar. It was thy duty, fellow, 
Bert. Yet the act 

So pleas'd you, that you call'd mo your preser- 
ver. 
And breath'd such .wanton praises on my valour. 
That I forgot the low-born thing I had been, 
Outstretched my wing, and sought a nobler 

quarry. 
You fami'd my young ambition^ I became 
The prii'd companion of your blooming clalughr 

ter. 
Oft when I won at tilt. or tournament 
. Sonie hard-earn'd prize, and laid it at her feet. 
With trembling admiration she surveyed me — - 
Breath'd a full sigh of joy at my escape ; 
And you applauded. We grew up together—- 
Our pastimes, studies, sorrows, joys, hopes, fears. 
Had but one soul, and what at first was frteiid- 

»hipy 
Soon ripen'dioto love ;- trhieh you encouraged. 
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Bar. W liich, I forbad; 
JSert: Yourfeason ? 
Bar. Your low birth, 

Bert. That is; indeed^ pastcure ! 'Tisnowfod 
late 
To summon back the dust of my progenitors, ,. 
And stamp it with nobility — What then ? 
Am I to hang my head ? creep into corners 
Because. my father was a hind ? I know not 
Why I was prest into this bustling world; 
But here I aiii> and let my deeds proclaim me. 
Our actions are our heralds^ and they, fix. 
Beyond the date of tonil[)s and epitaphs,^ 
Renown or infamy^ 

BaVi You talk it highly. 
Bert. My Lgrd^ you touched me roughly on a 
point 
At which the poor man's bldod is quick to kin- 
dle , 
To something of mor^j weight-^ Yoiir daughter, 

Sir, . ^ 

Is in the hands of ruffians; grant mc then 
Twenty of your attendants, nay, but ten/ 
Five, or if they for a lost daughter'^ ransom 
Be thought too great a venture, — ^givc me free- 
dom. 
And I alone, e'er food shall pass my lips 
Or sleep embrace me,: will recover her 
Or lose myself. 

Bar, Wo shall not trust yoiir valour* 



( Enter FiRst Vassal*.^ 

1st, Vass, My Lord, a stranger from St. Cuth- 
berths abbey. 

Bar, Ay^ I would speak with him. Bear off 
thitt mftdmaD, end guard him strictly. 
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Bert^ Hcay'n protect her then ! 

( Exity home offhy vas&als,) 

Bar, Stand up, my heart ! my shrinking nerves,, 
wax firm ! 
For what to this good man I must reveal, 
^Vill want your full assurance. 

'Enter Fitzharding disguised as the F^ixn, 

apd attendants. 

Take good heed 

That none approach us. 

( to the attendants, ijcho retire) 
- WekMMne^rey'rend father, 
If to the holy Dunstan I address me. 

Fitz, i answer to that name. 

Bar. It is a name 
That loud report delights to send abroad 
'For endless deeds of saint-like charity ; 
But chiefly has she blazon'd your renown. 
That with an excellence almost divine; 
' You can blot out from the distracted brain 
The memory of guilt, and chase tiway 
The frightful apparition of foul deedf?. 
Which, unaton'd for, will not be at rest. 

Fitz. You over-praise my poor abilities^, 
Tho* in the holy office you have mentioned 
I am not meanly skilled. 

Bar. Therein I want 
Yqur aid and counsel. 

Fiiz. Then deliver boldly ; 
The secret cause that preys upon your quiet: 
And fully too— ft>r in the mind's diseases. 
As in the body's, there he patients, 
ifVho by a scaot disclosure of their ills. 
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(Either from fo0lish modestj or pride) ... 
Mock the physician's labour. 

Bar. Trust me, fether. 
You shall hear all, as fully mid distinctly 
As were I now before Heav'n's judgment seat^ 
To make confession of the fact. 

Fitz, Proceed. 

Bar, You know I am not native of this isle. 
But born in Normandy. 

Fitz. So I have heard. 

Bar. I wedded there, long since, an Englisli 
lad V, 
Most rare in her endowments. 

Fitz. You were happy? 

Bar. I should have been so — yajH must hwtr 
observ'd, — 
For you have deeply read the heart of mw>-^ 
A wayward disposition in some natures. 
Out of the very height of their enjoyments 
To breed their discontents, and make, like^ de^3^ 
A hell of paradise. 

Fitz. Alas ! 'tis true* 

Bar. E'en such a man was I — would Jim Ve* 
lieve it ? 
Possessed of such a woman, for no cause, ^ 

But the excess of her perfections. 
Compared with my weak merits to deserve them— 
From love's extremest dotage 1 fell off 
To sudden jealousy ; in which dark mood, 
A letter reach'd me in an unknown hand,. 
Containing nought but thisr- " Look to your 
wife/' 

Fitz, Some villain — 

Bar. You shall hear, and thou decide^ 
This letter was soon followed by another. 
Which circumstantially disclos'd my ^bame^. . 
^|id made surmise conYictioi^— pointed oiit 
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The time^ when I might fifld> in mine own cham- 

ber^ 
My wife in guilty converse with a lover. 
Think with wHstt pingfe I waited for that hour— 
When^ as advis'd^ I did surprise my wife 
In secret with a man: 

Fitz. And in your chamber ? 

Bar. I stafob'd the woman: hercdmpanioh fled. 
And in the darkness of the night escap'd me. 
•Returning quickly back, I found my wife too. 
Whose ijvound tho' deep was nothing dangerouS> 
Had, with oyr only son, a tender infant. 
Fled in most wild amazement — ^Soon in safety 
She reached the nearest sea-port — thence embark* 

itlg 

For this her native land, they were both wreck'd; 
And with the rest of that devoted crew. 
In the wide bosom of the ocean perished. 

Fitz. It was a lamentable fate indeed ! 
Butwhere's your crime in this? Was she not 
guilty? 

Bar. Nay, she was spotless — that same pre- 
cious villain^ — 
For that he was a villain soon was palpable, — 
In a last letter, closed this scene of horror 
With these emphatic words, which, as I read 

them. 
Were graven on my heart :-^—^' Your wife was in- 
nocent ; 
Yet Tm but half revenged :** 

Fiiz. But half reveng'd ? 
Some one whom you had wronged then — 

Bar. It should seem so. 
Yet to this hour^ by what resentment mov'd. 
Or who the dark contriver of my shame, 
I am* most ignorant. 

F 
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Fitz. That*! strange indeed ! 
And could you never guess? 
Bar. No, onmj soul. 

Fitz. Most wonderful ! — Could you remember 
no one. 
Whom by some galling wrong, some deep fix ^d 

insult. 
You had most grievously provok'd ? 
Bar. No — never. 

Fitz. Ere long^ I will refresh your memory^ 

(rAside. ) 

Sar. I flever struck but one man to the hearty 
And him 1 after recompenc'd so tiobly. 
That my large bounty salv'd his rankling pride^' 
And drew out all his enmity, 

Fitz: Indeed ? ( Aside. ) 

Bar. Besides, that man was dead. 

Fitz. A rt siire of that ? ( Aside. ) 

Bar. Or had he been alive, 'twere idle now 
To waste the prpcious time in wild surmise 
Who was my instigator. Here am I, 
^ole actor of that woful tragedy; 
Whose strong remembrance, like an evil spirit 
In some lone house, usurping all my brain, 
Drives reason from her seat ; and scares away 
The fellowship of comfortable thoughts. 
To dwell alone in desolate despair. 
Now, I have heard you have a charm for this. 
That by some sacred, and mysterious pow'r. 
You can make clean my fancy — recreate me. 
What once I was, a reasonable man, 
FftU of the common feelings of ray kind. 
That I shall laugh and weep like other men, . 
Pray with an uiiclogg'd heart; that food shall ^ 
nourish. 
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And sleep refresh me, as the dews of Hear 'n 
iLift up the languid blossoms; in a word — 

( Enter first Vassal v:ith an arrow. ) 

.\ % . ^ 

How, fellow, whence this boldness ? 

Vass. Your pardon, my Lord— walking nea^ 
the northern tower, I found this arrow. This' 
was the feather to it — ^thinking it contain'd cha^* 
racters that might be of irtiport^ce^ I have broke 
thro' your commands to present it. 

( Kneeling, presents the arrow. ) 

Bar. What have we here ?»— these look like 
characters — 
Yet not for me to scan — peruse them, father. 
And tell us what they signify. 

^ Gives it to Fitzhdrduig. ) 

Vass. I hope my Lord will pardon my pre- 

suiiiptioo. 
Bar. Well, wait without. Sir; 
Nor dare intrude again till you are caird for. 

( Exit First Vassal. ) 

Fitz, Confusion ! ( Aside. ) , 
Bar. What, a churchman piizzled too? 
Fitz. Somewhat perplex'd, I own— -let's tfy 
again* 
Ob, now I understand it 'tis a song, 
A mere love ballad, that the minstrels chautit 
In every town and village — a dull ditty. 
And not quite decent for a priest to utter. 
Or for a high-bred Baron to attend to : 
However, if you wish it, when at leisure 
I will repeat the idle madrigal — 
But let it not employ this apt occasion 
Fof owr more grave deliberations. 
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i ' 

I have d,rawn in with an attentive car 

All you have utter'd-^your offeuce is grievous. 

Jiar. Ay, father ! 

Fit^. But the grace of Hi^av'n i^ great. 
And for the truly contrite, will work wonders. 
Leave me 3, while to meditate alone, 
That here, in still communion with myself. 
And cool abstraction from ail other objects, 
I may devote my mind entire to you , 

Bar, You'll find me in the gallery . 

Fitz. 'Tiswell; 

In themeantime, be sooth 'd with this assurance^ 
I v^ill resolve on something speedily. 
Shall give you ease for ever. 

Bar, How for ever ? 

So that the bloody image of that deed 
Shall never rise to my remembrance more ? 

Fitz. Not even in thy dreams — for death hasf 
none. ( Aside. ) 

Bar, May Heav *n assist your holy contempla- 
tions ! [Exit. 

Fitz. {reads. ) '*^ Your castle will be this night 
surprized, yourself and all that are in it slaugh- 
tered : after the tolling of the Curfew, look to the 
northern gate.'' 

A pretty madrigal !r— The friar ? — No, no^ — 
He would have mentioned my disguise — who then ? 
1 do suspect that Robert — He is one 
Whom nature has so deeply wrought with pity. 
That habit cannot harden him to blood.- — 
'Twas shrewdly aim'd, but it has miss'd the 

mark. 
Nor shall perplex me further— for this Baron — 
I holdhan in my eye, and when 1 please 
Fast in my gripe — I do but soar aloof, 
(Like the pois'd vuKure hov'ring o'er his prey) 
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Till having traQk'd him beyond human help, 

I jna/ pounce down securely, [^SxiL 



SCENE. IV. The Robber's Cave. 

■ ( 

Enter Robert. 

JRobt, So all^s well — I have escaped the track 
of the blood-hounds — ^tho' they can't be far off.*— I 
met anhalf-starv'd wolf in my way, and slew him 
—his blood will give a colour to my story ( a whis* 
tie without.) Hark ! they are at hand. Ap- 
proachj I am prepared. 

Enter Robbers. 

Arm. Well, is it done ? ( Robert shews his 
hands. ) 

. Con, Ay, this is well. 
X Arm. Where's the body ? 

Con. Come, give us the particulars. 

Robt. I led him by discourse to the cliff that 
overhangs the sea. 

Con. What, where I push'd down the bald- 
headed friar^ whilst at his prayers^ and bid him 
say Amen as he descended ? 

Robt, The same; as he gaz'd upon the ele- 
ments I stabb'd him in the back — I heard hif 
l;>ody dash against the waves^ and all again was 
silent, 

Con. {looking round.) Where's Har man ? 

Arm. I miss'd him soon ^fter our setting out. 
T— Has no one seen him ? 

Robbers. Not I — nor I-^nor I, 

Qon. Taking one of his solitary strolls,,! sup- 
pose ; ho generally avoids our company^ lest he 

I 
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should catch the contagion of a little humanity — ' 
your right beast of prey always prowls by him- 
self. 

Arm. I wish he mayn't have fall'n into the 
hands of the wolf-hunters. 

Con. If he be — there's not a rogue in England 
will do greater justice to the gallows. 

Arm. Nor one to whom the gallows will do 
greater justice. 

Con, I have known him since he was first 
hatch 'd — he had a trick of killing flies in his cra- 
dle^ which his mother encouraged, that she 
mightn't spoil his temper. Before he was out of 
swaddling cloatli^, he wrung oflf the neck of a fa- 
vourite bird for singing too loud, and she patted 
him on the cheek, and said he had an excellent, 
ear for music. On being breech'd, he was ap- 
pointed the family hangman to superannuated 
dogs, and supernumerary kittens; when a school- 
boy he would break bounds at the risk of having 
his back flay'd, to see an execution. As he grevr 
to manhood, the lust for blood grew with hrm, 
♦ill having exhausted his genius in tormenting all 
the other animals of the creation, he fixt at last oh 
inan.T— But come, let's to the armoury. 

Arm. And every man equip himself stoutly— 
for we shall have a hot night's work. 

Con, And if we should be caught, we shall 

hang, cheek by jowl, like kites on a dove-cote, 

or rats against a barn-door. No, matter lads, do 

your duty, and leave the rest to fortune — tho' it 

mayn't be our luck to escape the gallows, 'tis at 

least in our power to deserve it. and that to a 

man of spirit is always some consolation. Come, 

to the armoury, 

[Exeunt, 
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ACT IV. 



SCENE I: A Room in the Baron's Castle. 



{Enter F itzh xrdiv g foUow^d hy the Bahon.) 



Fit%. The place you say is private ? 

Bar. Stilla s night — 

Fitz, Where sight nor sounds save of our- 
selves alone> can find admission ? 

Bar. *Tis an hallow*d spot> 

Which I have chosen for the burial place 
Of all ihy future race. 

Fitz. It will do well. 

Bar, There, when the turmoil of my brain in 
o'er, . 

And all my senses lie behumb'd in death^ 
I shall sleep soundly. 

Fitz, Ay, and quickly too. (^ Aside. ) * 

Bar. There too my wife, — for I have raised t<> 
her 
As proud a monument as art could fashion^— » 
Instead of the vast ocean's stormy bed, 
Should in the^ilent confines of cold marble 
Have crumbled quietly. 

Fitz. It is a place 
Meet for our business — when the bell hath toird. 
We will repair to that sequestered spot, 
Where, under Heav'u's attesting eye alone, 
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We will perform a deed — which being done,. 
You are a man again. 

Ba7^* Accomplish that, 

And name your recompense, 

F/'/js. For shame ! my Lord, 

A pious act remunerate^ itself: 
Or it it did not, my reward is fix'd 
Beyond the utmost reach of human pow'r 
To give ( r take away. (^Music without.) 

Bar. What sounds are these ? 

/i>^» Minstrels, if I may guess. 

Enter Vassal. 

Vass. Three vagrant Harpers,. ^^ 

Who carry in their looks long fast and travel. 
Beg for refreshment, and a night's repose. 

Bar. We are engaged — go give them food and 
driuk, ^ 

And speed them on their journey. 

Fitz* Nay, my Lord^ 

Do not, however weightily inclined, 
Forget the laws of hospitality : 
They are a people, harmless at the worst, 
And often entertaining ; and they claim. 
From long established custom, as their charter. 
Such entertainments, as the truly great 
Bestow on humble ingenuity. 
I pray you give them audience. 

Bar. Be it so. \^Exit Vassah 

Fitz. They are the only records of ttie time, 
And many a sad and merry chronicle. 
Worthy the note of all posterity, 
- But for the kindling spirit of their strings, 
Would sleep for ever in oblivion. 

Bnter the three Robbers disguised as Minstf^ls. 
From \vhat country, friends ? 
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1 St Min. From the North, father. 

f^itz. Whither bound ? 

\st Min. For that 

We trust to fortune — but the day being spent. 
We would your debtors be ; for a night's lodging 
Such minstrelsy as our rude skill can touch 
Shall be your thanks. 

Bar. *Tis well — we listen to you. 

GLEE {Minstrels.) 

1 

Hark I the Curfew's solemn sound 
Silent darkness spreads around, 
Heavy it beats on the lo?er's heart, 
Who leaTCS with a sigh, his tale half told. 
The poring monk and his book must part ; 
And fearful the miser locks his gold. 
Now whilst labour sleeps, and charmed sorrow; 

O'er the dewj green. 

By the glow-worm's light, 

Dance the elves of night, 

Unheard, unseen. 
Yet where their midnight pranks ha? e been 

The circled turf will betray to.morrow. 

J ... . . . ■ , • . ... 

Bar. They have perform'd it with no vulgar 
taste or common execution — 
' [Enter Vassal 

Well, what now I 

Vass. The woman whom you sent for is 
without, and waits your further orders. 

Bar. Bring her before us — {Ea:it Vassal.) 
Stand back a while. 

{To the Minstreh* 

G 
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This urgent business speedily dispsftchM/ 
lyeUl task you further. 

[MifistreU retire up ike stagp^ 

'Tis tlic proplietcss, 

Whoftr yoa, no doubt, have heard off 

JiVi.— Tho' not giv^n 
To note the fleeting rumours of the timis, 
Some strange atnd wild reports of such a jpersToif 
Haye reach 'd our pouvent 

[Ni^TiLtoA %$ brpught iuf 

Bar. Nq5v observe her then. 
Woman, staud forth and answer to ouf charge. 
The universal cry is |oud against you 
For practised witfchcraft— -the consuming pUgue^ 
Of murrain, blight, and mildietv, that mak6 vain 
The peasaiit'$ labour, blasting his full hdpesj 
Are Uid to your dccoimt-^they ch^fgCvmiotepver 
Your skiU in noxious herbs, and ev'ry weed 
bf ppis-nous growth, the teeining earth is rank 
with 

^atal to man and beast— that these collecting 

[y the full moon \^ith \<rickea industry, 
You do apply to hellish |)ufpx)se8 ; 
To shrink tip tht soufld linib, and \rith a touch 
Plant wrinkles on the blooming cheek of youths 
This is npt all— they urge most vehemently 
Thit you usllfp the night's solemnity 

'or deeds of darkness; horrible to think of ! 

'hiit when the yawning church-yards Vomit forth 
The griesly troops of fiends, that haunt the uigUt, 
ifcfu hive been heard to mutter mischief >Vith 

them^ 
Dtitici^g arodnd s pile of dead men's bones 
To your own howling, and >v|th hideotis yfelU 
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thVokihg turs^s for the 4?0EQing di^i 
How answer you to thi$ ? 

Jfat. That it is false* 

Fitz* You answer boldly, womarit 

Mat Holy father, 
I answer with the voice of ipinOcence, 
That I enjoy the silent hoiir of night; 
And shuU the noisy tumult of the day, 
Prize the pale moon beyond thje ^olar bla2^, 
And, choose to meditate while others sleeps 
If these are crimes I am mo/st culpable. 
Fori frpm the inmost feeling of my soul^ 
I love the ajvful majesty sublime 
Of Nature in her stillness^To overlook, 
Fixt on some bl^^H aud barren promontory, 
The wide interminable waste of waves j 
To gaze upon the star wi:o,ught6rmament 
Till mine eyes ache with ffronder— these are joys 
3 gather ufldisturb*dr-The day's deliglits . 
I am proscribed, and if I venture, forth. 
% taste the mbrning's freshness, I am 3tarM at 
Asf one of nature's strangest prodigies. 
At my unmeasur'd step, and md^ attire. 
The 5peechle;Mi babe is taught .to point the finger. 
And unbreech'd urchins hoot, me as I pass, 
Anddrivje me tp the shelter of iny cottage. 
The very 4ogs are taught to bark at me ! 
But to your cbargie: I am accused, most wrongly 
Of having both the. faculty aud will 

T* infest the earth with plagues, wdman.vithsic^^ . 

ness — ' * 

Of hplding CAnver^e with sujxerior beings :r- 
Why, what a mockery of sense is this ? 
It is the wildest stviff of folly's dreams, 
That I, possessing super hpman po\r'r, 
^bould thus subm.ittoharaaxi agency,, 
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And being brought by your rude vassals here, 
Stand to be judg'd by man ! 

Fitz* That's shrewdly put — 
This is no common woman, (to the Baron) 

Bar. Hear her further. 

Mat. Yet have 1 not consumed the lapse of 
lime 
In fruitless musing — something I can do. 
Of mine own pow'r— for other I have none. 
Of which the mention may create a smile, 
A sneering smile of infidel contempt, 
But whose performance would convert you all 
Into the bloodless forms of staring statues. 
Have you a dear departed relative, 
A buried friend, still living in your hearts, 
Whom in their earthly and corporeal state 
You would behold again ? 

Bar* Woman, beware ! 

Mat. Thy wife, shall I revive her? Speak! 

Bar* Away ! 

Mat. Be she in Heav'n or Hell, Til bring her 
to thee — 
Scattered throughout the ocean, Til reknit 
Her sea-bleach'd bones, put living flesh upon them, 
Light up her eyeless sockets with twin stars. 
Bid the warm blood rush thro' her kindling veins. 
And her heaft beat with new created life ; 
A breathing woman she shall, stand before thecj 
And thou, in freezing horror and amazement, 
Shalt look more like a corse unshrouded. 

Fitz. Nay, my Lord — 
You let the wild words of this foolish beldam 
Tiake too strong ahold upon you. 

Mat. I have promisM, Sir, 
And to the very height of expectation 
1 will fulfil my pledge. (7 A^j/ bring in Florence.) 



Bar* Who have you there ? 

Vass. A lad whom we found lurking at the 

cottage 
Fitz* *Tis time to end this foolery. (Aside*) 
Bar. Speak, boy : 
What led you to the dwelling of that woman ? 
Flor» I had beard mention of her wond'raus 
skill 
In divination, and I sorely long'd 
To put her to the proof — for I myself 
Can tell of things to come — command that no one 
Stir from this spot, till I have told my story. 
Fitz. What, can this mean (emcfe). My Lord ? 
you will not hear him ; 
He hath confess'd himself to be inspired, 
Which, by the tenor of the law, is death. 

Flor. Forbear a moment, I will tell you that 
Shall make your blood start back upon your 

heart. 
And all your senses pause entranced with won- 
der — 

* 

To night, to-night — 

Bar. VVhat will befal to-night ? 
Flor. Nay at this moment, a foul plot is 
hatching, 
Whose birth will be the death of all thine house. 
Thy Castle walls, breaking their peaceful silence, 
E*cr the cock crow, will shriek to rape and mur- 
der. 

I say this very hour, almost before 
The bell of night breaks off the gossip's tale, 
A fierce banditti will besiege your Castle — 
Look to the Northern gate, for there they'll 
enter, 
FUz. Peace, beardless prophet ! — I will hear 
no more — 
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It is a scandal to my hply Q0ice, 

j^ miserable waste of {>recio^$ time, 

And an enormous blasphemy against rcascrti/ 

Td listen to the lunatic discourse 

Of this audacious boy. 

Flor. Why, holy father, 
I didn't say thy cloak conceal'd a villain, 
Tho* saintly outsides sometimes mask foul hearts ; 
But for those minstrels yonder, you will find 
They are not what they seem* 

Bar. Search them. (They strip off fhe Robr 
hers disguise. ) 

Fitz. AH^slo&L (Jsid^.y 
Curse on the hag, how narrowly she eyes me. 

( Observing Matilda looking at him. ) 

Mat. Some villain, on my life (Aside*) 
Flor. What think you now. Sir ? 

( To FitT^harding. ) 

Fitz. I am struck mute with wonder. 
Mat^ C^^/^/e.) With strong guilt. 

( Tliei/ bring for'^jard the Robbers. ) 

Bar. Speak, wretches, or the torture shall 
wring from ye 
^Vho, and what you are. 

. 1^^ Rob. Let your prophet tell you ; 'tis bad 
policy when rogues betray each other, but he 
must be a fool indeed that turns evidence against 
himself. 

2d Rob. That we come upon no charitable de- 
sign our present appearance ppeaks— that's all the 

information you'll get from me. 
3d Rob. Or from me. 
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Bar. Tak^ them ^Vi^aj, and ^atch them eare- 

[ TJie Robbers are carried oJT^ 
What have you more to tell us ? [ To Florence. 

Plot, Nothit]^, Sir, 

Bar, ttoMr! 

Flor. For your safety I have said enough. 
{Should I more circiiftistantially relate 
The means which hate possessed me of thissecfef 
I may betray myself-— urg6 me no further: 
Whatt I iM^ve said will happen — My tir'd spirits 
Have need of rest. 

Bar. (to Vasmls) Attend^ and wait his bid^ 

Flor. Ofte thing I had forgptr— amongst th$ 

band ' 

That win beset your Castle, there is one 
A tall fresh-coloured youth, his curling haif 
Black as the raven, but the truest mark 
That shall diE^note him to you^ is a near 
On his right cheek. 

Mat. My son ! ( Aside, ) 

Flor, Upon your lives 
Touch not a hair of him. As you would shuii 
The pangs of deep contrition, and remorse 
Indelible : have mercy on that youth. 
Ydu shall know niore hereafter, 

[^Exit. with Vassals. 

Par. Is't tiot strange f ( to Fitzharding. ) 
Fitz. Moi^t wonderful — that may recover all. 

( Aside. ) 
Bat. There must be sotixething in it. Fo? 
this Woman, 
Whom vulgar clamour only hath accused. 
And np particular grievance, she is free. 
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Mat- Touching my skill to raise again -flic 
dead. 
You shall have full conviction. 
Bar. Well, to-morrow. 
Mat. Perhaps to-night. 
This priest and 1 must have some conference. 
(^As'ide.) \_E.vitwith Vassals. 

Bar. To night r what can she mean ? 
Fiiz. Some things I've studied. 
But I profess not to interpret woman. 

Bar. lain Confounded with these mysteries. 
f'ltz. Why 'tis a night of riddles — Tho' not 
. apt ■ . I ' 

To trust foreboding tales of dreaming wizards. 
And quake myself into aii ague-fit. 
When toothless hags have mumbled prophecies 
I cannot chuse but wonder. . ■ 

, Bar. 'Tis most clear 

Some foul play is intended. 
Fitz. I'm afraid so. 

Bar. I'll have those minstrels rack'd until the 
truth 
Be forc'd from their keen tortures. 

Fuz. -Hold, my Lord — 

No doubt they have deserv'd the sharpest jus- 
tice — 
But they are stubborn villains, men of steel 
Who with clench'd teeth willsmile at your in- 
flictions, 
And mock your bloody executioner. 
Or if they should coiifesSj can you Relieve 
them ? 
1 is not to be torn from tortur'd limbs ; 
k-eliihg is the heai-t, and be who knows 
s&t to sound the heart, has found the key 
to't. ■ ■ 
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Have you not heard of most abandonM wretches, 
Desperate as savage beasts in their wild coui%es, 
Dead to all punishment of pain or shame, 
Who in a dark and 3olitary cell, 
Whence stern reflection will not be shut out, ^ 
And the persuasive rhetorick of the church, % ~^ 
Have felt compunction creep upon their na- 

. ^ tures. 
And tnelting into penitence and shame, ^ 
Unbosom'd all their guilt? — Such men are these: 
Leave them to my discretion — presently 
1*11 bring you the full scope of their intents, 
Or else the wide spread fame I have acquired 
For holy influence o'er the minds of men 
Is built on no foundation — 

Bar. You shall try them. 

Fitz. 1*11 touch their conscience to the quick, 
depend on't; 
There is a sacred something here within^ 
Whispers a prosperous issue- 

Bar. Speed you well — 
I will but give directions to my vassals. 
And here attend you. 

Fiiz. You may soon expect me. — = - 

£E.rit Barony 

So constant spirits draw safety from their dan* 
gers. 

Enter Matilda. 

This woman still^ — Your business ?— Pto in haste. 
Mat. No friar art thou. 
Fitz. If not, what is't to thee ? 
Mat. It is a lonely spot thi&t /ou have chosen 

Fpr a mysterious work. 

H . , 
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Fitz* -Twill swit the purpose. 

Mat. A ruffian hoprrr-what holy purppse 'm% 
That the sun must not Ipok upoti ? 

Jitz* A deed 
That better suits the wiqking eye of nightt 

Mat. Some horrid meaning liyes in your dar); 

looks-r- 
I mark'd you at th' unmasking of the m^nstrels^ 
It wa3 not mere surprize that shook you thto -, 
But the strong stjr of guilty apprehension, 
That trembledin the.paliene^s of your cheek, 
And fix'd you horror-struck. ;f 

Fitz.r^\ am thpir Captain— 
You know me now— but build qot upon thatrr* 
Your son — 

Mat. What of him? 

Fitz* Saf0 within my gripf 
He pants an easy prey— observe me well : — 
We hold hitp (>n strong grounds, a recreant tra^^ 

tOf 

To this night's enterprize, which if it fail-r 
If by design or chance (no matter which) 
Aught lights on me untoward to my hopes, 
He dies on the instant. 

Mat. Heavenly powers protect him ! 

fitz, it ^orks as I cou-d wish (a^iilt) — there? 
' fore be wise-r 
As for this foolish baron and his fate, 
^Tis not within the compass of thy spells— 
For yajnly seeking to enfranchise him. 
You will yourself entangle— Keep aloof, 
Home to your hovel and your housewirrj% 
And when the bell of night has tolled his sum^ 
' mons, 

|>eep not abroad— there will be mischief stirring 
Wbich 'twill behove thee better to avoid ^ 
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^jfliah. jjry into— 

Thy son, remember, he but dravrs his oteiitli 

Whilst I Mralk harmless*— -Hdm(}, ^nd be advis'd> 

Mat Thus bh a (toiible precipice I stand. 
And either way must fall-^Ye sacred guards 
Of innocence, s6me portion of your pow'r 
Breathe into me^ that something may be done 
To save the father, yet preserve the son. [Ej^it* 
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ACTV- 



9CJ£NE I. The dark Part of the Fortst.^Tk€ 
Curfew is heard tolling at a Distance* 

(£nfer Armstrong, Conrad, tf;i£^ Robbers.) 



Arm* All's dark as pitch — 
Robber* And still as death — ^you may hear 
the falling of a leaf, — As we passM the gallows of 
Rodolpho> nfiethought he muttered vengeance. 

Arm* Ay, lads, for his sake give no quarter — 
remember they are Normans who have spoil'd us 
of our inheritance, and chaced us into this forest, 
where, ^e wolves, they have set a price upon our 
heads. ^ 

Con* That's out of compliment to our under- 
standings; 'tis not every man's head tjiat will bear 
to have a price set upon it. 

Arm. Jkxt we worry *d like beasts, and shall wc 
not turn upon our hunters P Remember, I say, they 
are NorQians> and spare not 

Con. Right, noble commander : — If after to- 
* morrow's sun-ri$e^ a flea be seen to hop in the 
Castle, or there be left life in an unhatchfd eggt 
'twill be a slovenly performance* 

Arm. Hark! M" ho comes? 
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(Robber mVAo2//) 

Uf Rob. Nay, answer you— 

Arm* Oswald? 
(^Enter the three RoBBERsy/*om the Casti^.J 

1st. Rob* The same. Well met, lads. 

Arm* Have you been discovered then ? 

1^^ Rob. Yes, but the Captain remains snug, 
and will redeem every thing — the bell has gone — 
the whole village lies in a profound sleep— The 
Baron is luU'd . into security, and our game is a 
sure one. — Follow me, and you shall learn the rest 
as we proceed. 

Arm* On then. — 

(Ereunt.) 



SCENE 11*— The Castic-^A Chapel, in the 
Midst^of which appears a Tomb. 

(Enter theBAROJX and Fitjshardino.J 

Bar* This is the place. \^- 

Fitz. Are we secure from interruption^? 

Bar. None, on their lives, dare enter.-^ 

Fitz* It is well— 
The silent melancholy (if this spot 
Will suit our ceremony. » - 

Bar. AndJthe moon, * 

When from tlie clouds which now oppress !»er 

brightness 
She breaks into full majesty again, 
Will shed a solemn lustre o'er our purpose. 

Fttz* We need not wait for her. 

Bar. Now then unfold 



■V, 



Why With such ,mystic preparation. 

At this dark hour and unfrequented spot 

We are alone together ? . 

FitHi. Can you douht r • ' 

Your crime was murdery and it has been said. 
Blood will have blood* 

Bar. What mean you? 

Fitz. Such a d^cd 

Cries for no common penance: whining pray*rS| 
Selt'*castigation, wasting abstinencet 
A galling pilgrimage tv/ice round the world. 
Your M ealth whilst living all consumVl in alms^ 
Or left, when dead, to raise up hospitals^ 
These things will not absolve you from au act. 
Which has but one atonement* 

Ba7\ Name it. ^ 

Fiiz. Death. (Discovers himself*) 

Bar.. Hfi t — What an thou h Some villain ia 
diiiguise^ 

Fitz. Stir not, nor raise thy voice— -'twill be 
thy knell.- — 
Has time defac'd me with so rude ahand 
That you have quite forgot me ? 

Bar. l^peak — who are you ? - 

Fitz. D*ye know me now? (stripping his arm.) 

Bar. Fitzharding, and alive? 

Fitz. I am no apparition— look again 
If your eyes doubt it, you shall feel me soon— ♦ 
The woman promised you to raise the dead*^ 
I have performed it 

Bar. Wonder-workirig powers ! 
Yet wherefore do we meet as enemies? 

Fitz. Wherefore? 
I think thou art the self'^same man 
Who some time since in Normandy. a valiant troc^p 
CommaBded ; into whieh, being then a boy, 
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In a wild fit of spleen, I madly enterVl,— - 
And of the meatiest soldier bore the toil--- 
in angry ^lood, once, pablicly thou gav'st me 
Some sharp rebuke, which I as sharply answered ; 
For this, didst tliou condemn me to be brande4 
^s the most common felon, with a spirit 
Unworthy of a soldier, nay, a man, 
A sullen savage sensuality 
Of vengeance ; in the public market place. 
Beneath the full blaze of a mjd-day sun, 
Where all the scum and rabble of the place 
By lingering preparation were collected 
To make their vulgar comments — there it ^'as 
This badge of infamy wasfix'd upon me, 
Jiar. It was a galling wrong, but thou fo^« 

gav^st it. 
Fitz* I seemingly forgave it-^thou believMst 

me, 
And when thou held'st me to thy cred'Ious breast 
I did not strangle thee.— rWe drank togetherjr 
And still I mixM no poison with thy wiue. 
Alone, at midnight, o'er a dreary heath 
Have we passVl— on the extremest verge 
Of a sea-impending cliff, yet I abstain'd. — 
Ask me why, thus so often strangely tempted^ 
1 have withheld the blowP-^'Twas not in mcr-j 

cy;-. 
Siay, was not this an }ionourable scar 

(Stripping his arm,} 
To stamp upon a 3'oung arid gallant soldier ? 
A shame which on my body is so fixM 
'rhat I must bp half rotted in my grave 
ll're death can cancel it. — Thou thought^t m^ 

dead. 
And so I was to all but my revenge. 
The man whpm iji^oq did'^st (]nd in thy wife's cham? 
" ber 



56 THE CUKFAW : 

Was I. -—The letters sent to thee were mines 

And often under terrible affliction* 

When thou ha^ bow'd to Heaven's mysterious 

chiding, . ^ 

This arm, like thunder frotn a cloud, has reachM 

thee. 
S(ir. And are you not content ? 
Fitz. No jot appeased ! 
Tho* I should kill thee with extremcst torture, 
To 'suage the burning thirst of my revenge — 
Drink thy blood life-warm ; tear those trembling 

llmbs; -^ 
And scatter them as whirlwinds strew the dust j 
Mid the triumphant pantings of my soul. 
Vengeance would weep to think thy pangs were 

mortal. 
Think'st thou thy life^ for thou must quickly 

die, 
Will make me reparation ? 
-par. Spare it then ! 
Fitz* Thou hast no reasonable hope for 

merxjy. 
Thou can*st not have, — for when on my behalf 
Petitions throng'd, thou with a sneer replyd'st — 
^* He shall have justice" — Justice then overtake 

thee. 
^ar. Help ! Murder ! — villain ! help ! 

[He is pursued by Fitzharding.-Mor 
tilda from the Tomb interposes 
between them, 

# 

Fitz^^ (stariivg back) What art thou, speak? 
The real existence of a Hviiig woman, 
Or but the mind's creation of a. form. 
That night and this occasion conjure up. 
To fright me from my steady resolution? 
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It hks no human faculty of speech. 

And cannot from that attitude relax, ' r • 

To which 'tis spell-bound. " " 

• [She strikes with her foot, and some 
of the vassals enter. , 

• FoilMatlast? . ^ 
And by a wotnan ? 

Mat. Seize on that ruffian, and convey him 
. hence. 

Fitz. Wellj well, the night's not over. 

[The Vassals bear him ^. 
* Mat. (^to the Baron, ) Yet ania2*d ? 
Bar. My flesh creeps still, atid my uncurdling 
blood ' 

. Slowly and fearfully resumes its functions^ 
Whate'er.thou art— Mortal, or blessed spirit, 
Thy voice familiar, doth proclaim the flrst; 
But the strange apparition of th^t form. 
Almost persuades the Qther ; who within - 

The sanctuary of that haliow'd spot iJH^astlT^ i 

thee, 
That at the very crisis of my fate, 
Thou should 'st burst forth in terrible arravip 
To stagger resolute murder, and make fcpl 
Destr^ction back upon itselfi 

JUati Survey me* 
1 am the very substance of thatform^ 
Whose apparition I do only feign. "^ .. 

The woman, whom you least expect to meet : 
That once you dearly loy'd, now deeply iboum^ 
That you would most desire, yet least dare hope 

for, 
Now stands before you. 
Bar. If 'twere possible. 

t ' ■ ^ 
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'Mat. "Wlitt, that among so many sinking 

souls 
On€ should be sav'd ? 

Bat\ Ilemcmhranc€ steals upon me — 
The look, tlie voice, yea, yes, thou art my wife ! 
And the wild waves were merciful. 

Mat. Speak for mcf, 
The silent raptiire of these starting tears, 
These arms, that eager open to enfold thee, 
And clasp thee with more transport to my heart 
Than from tiic roaring &ea, they snatch'd our child. 

\They embrace. 

Bar. This is to live anew ! our son survives 
too? 

Mat. He lives, but — 

Ba%\ What? proceed-^ 

Enter Yassai.. 

1 
■■•'»>.- 

The mutter, Sir I 

Vas. My Lord, the castle is attacked. 

Mat. Fear i^othing ! 
I have pr^pajfed your vassals to receive them. 

Bar. ^ \ viU myself among them :— in the meati 
time 
Within the friendly covert of the tomb, 
Rest you secured, till the rude conflieVs past 

Mat. That must npt be, I will along with you, 
For wliat :remains to do, may want my help. 

Bar. Cooi^, kJ.us on then. (JEMuni.) 
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^ SCENE JII. Jn Jpartmentin the Castle. 

A Skirmish betxveeh the Yh^ikh^ and the Rob- 
bers, who are driven back and pursued.-^'B,Q'' 
BERT tntersy pursued by the Bab,q^. 

* 

Bar. Tliep yield thee, villain ! 

\They fights RobkUt is overcome^ 
and Jails — the BAfcON is on the 
point of killing him^ — Matilda 
interposes. 
Mat. Forbear, it iS thy sou ! ^ 
Jlobt. My father ! 
JScir. Holy pow'rs ! 
Mat. Disown him not ; 
Tho' he appear in this rude chafacter, 
He is no reprobate confirm'd, 
Bar. My son ! (^thej/ embrace.) 
Robt. In this the band of Heav'n is most mira- 
culous — - 
Had I ne'er fall'n into this deep disgrace, 
Destruction would e'er this have whelm'd you all ; 
Tlie arrow, which I shot into the castle — ^ 
Bar. Well, what of that?— 
Robt. It bore the full intent 
Of our dark enterprise. 
Bar. Indeed ! 
\obt. Most truly. '^ 

\ar. Why then the priests' confusion id un^ 
riddled : (aside) 
It was well meant, but by a subtle turn, 
Which you shall know hereafter, miss'd its object. 
JJut see, our prisoners — 

[FitZ'hardingi and the rest of the 
robbersy are brous^ht in by the vas* 
^alSf headed by J^ertrand. 
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Thoji unhappy man, (to FUz-harding) 
Who by thine pwn deep malice art betray 'd, 
What answer wilt thou make to justice ? 

Fitz. None. — 
For nothing of my purpose, but it?s failure. 
Do I repent. 

Bar. Wiirt h'vc, and be my friend ? 

Fitz. Never! whilst I can die thine enerpy. — 
What you have made me, still expect to find me : 
A nian, struck from the common roll of men— 
Exird from all society ; stamp't like Cain 
To wander savage and forlorn-— why then 
Revenge be still my solitary comfort: 
By darkness and by daylight, my companion, 
My food, my sleep, mv study, and my pastime ; 
Pulse of my heart, and life of all my being: 
For till you can divorce me from myself, 
Or, put another soul into this body, 
You may as soon enthrone the fires of Heav'n,. 
Or shake the rooted earth from its fcundation, 
As alter me. Your friendship I disdain, — 
Despise your pow'r. My life I value not; 
For when you stabb'd my fame, you murder'd 

that 
Which honourable men call life, The glow 
Of young ambition — ^The high swelling hope 
Of present glory, and renown immortal.--— 
Beauty's soul thrilling smile, the social joys 

Of kindling friendship. r-Out upon this softness. 

Come, lead me to the solace of a dungeon, 
Where I may curse him privately. - 

(Exit mth vassals.) 
, Mat. How fix't 
And unrelenting in his enmity ! 

Bar. He ;nay be wrought on yet. But for 
the rest.— 
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To morrow we will speak to them again. 

(Ejptunt RoBBERji^vM Vassals.^ 
Bertrand, your hand. I thank you for this service. 
Which shall not lack requital. 

(Enter Florence. J 
My deliverer! 

Flor. Am I a babbler now ? A prating wizard? 
IsLfire or miry pool to be my portion ? 

Bar. Look round my wide domain with cu-i 
rious eye ; 
Whatever is most precious in thy sight/ 
There pause and ask it boldly. 

Flor. Oh beware, Sir ! 
My wishes may be wilder than the dreams 
Of doting avarice. I may demand 
This princely habitation; or perhaps - 

Bar. Ask what you will, by Holy Heav'n \ 
swear 
It shall be granted freely.* 

Fbr. Then I fix . 

On this your humble vassal 

(Takes J3ektrand*s hand,} 
Here I kneel 

And beg a father's, and, (for I have heard 
The strange and tender tale) a mothers blessing. 

Bar. Florence ? 

JP/or, It is, indeed, Sir^ 

Bar. Rise, my girl ; 
Let me in my daughter, clasp my preserver. 

(They embrace.) 

Flor. Your child was your preserver ;— but not 
I, Sir. 
Being made pris'ner by that rude banditti, 
I was deliver d to my brother's hands 
For sacrifice. But inly touch'd with pity, 
As if instinctive nature held his hand, 
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He brought me throVthe dangers of the Airest, 
Safe* from that horrid cavern.* — There it was 
t learnt to be a prophet 

Bar. Still new wonders !! 
Tfre sister by the brother s hand preserved, 
The husband by the wife's ! — Is there ought el«^. 
Or have we reached, at length, the farthest maze 
Of this eventful night ? Come, let us in then^ 
And as we shake amazement from our senses^ 
discourse more fully on these prodigies* 



THE END. 



BY MRS. OPIE. 
(Spoken by Mm Duxcak.) 



JMay I come forward ? Bo I frie&ds behold } 
Has not our £!arfew then its own knell toird ? 
I fear*d our drama's naxne alone would fright ;e» 
Convinc'd no gotbic cuatouu could delight ye. 
Fine whims indeed were in that monarch's head. 
Who all his subjects sent at eight to bed ; 
Should modem rulers to such plans resoit, 
Alas! alas! 'twould ^po^ a worlds sport. 

Those were strange times! — &r then ike race ^dfbeaQX 
In cot^ and palace, with the sun arose ; 
And stranger still, belles, for cosmetics, knew 
Not the Olympian, but the morning dew- 
From d^wns chill breezes they their roses gain'd. 
And queen o'er every thing, pure Nature iTeign'd ; 
Nay, such the ignorance of each untaught zany« 
They follow'd larks, as we do, — Catalans 
What vulgar days ! Fm glad they're passed away ! 
Then people slept all night, and wed^'d all day ; 
To them unknown the eccentric, dear de^ght 
To sleep all day, and visit aU the liight 
Uafelt by them the joy our fashion yieids. 
In winter, toxons they sought, in Summer ,,fieid/ii 
But wiser, we such natural ways disown, 
Andro/(^ months pass in cmntry, kot m t0wm: 
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And tbo' a* walk at morn's refresiringllout 
Might faded beaaties native bloom restore. 
All such receipts for bloom I d^em a bubble. 
When rougej, beyond disputej is much lestf troiiblt :< 
Thus I'm convinced all moderns truly .wise. 
Beyond the 'pa&t^ wiUpre^eiif customs pri^e ; 
And let me,h6pe unenvying times that were, 
Toull hate all curfews but the cuu'ew usike. 



Yet, one word more :— by modem changes, witches 
Have gainM the most, for mm their art enriches ; 
Once, stripes, or death their recompence became. 
While no one xviih^d a fcrtune'tellet^s name ; 
Then too in huts they liv*d— — to us, that's novel ! 
We do not seek for witches is a hovel i 
We for such treasures, streets, and squares esrplore : 
What splendid coaches throng a certain door ! 

Tis a good trade ^1*11 practise it I voW, 

jfayjt with your leave, I will begin it now— 

C^fic^ ^ j!7at(^e, during which she looks round the house,} 

Our Author's fatfe, I in your faces read. 
And dare foretell, our drama will succeed,— 
Oh ! then, ye critics, if ye friendly feel. 
What your hearts whisper, let your hands reveal. 
Applaud, and prove me, what is not uncommon. 
And quite the fashion now— -a (Running womai^* 
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